
aroused from bed, her spnrse halr
tight-clumped ln a soml.-clrcle" of kld-
curlors, Mrs. Conovor crouched ln a

lnonnlng, roeking bcap. Senrod, whlsp-
erltig grotips of soi'vanls blocked tho
doofwnys or pcorod curlously ln from
behlnd curtains. The nlr wns thlck
wlth tho puiigent sniell ot atltisepllcs.
The nallroatler. lying motiotiless be-

nonth the unshaded glare of a lialf-
dozon gas jels, was swatlied of hoad
uud batidttged of arm. He was coat-
less, nnd his sliirt ancl walstcoat wero

tiu.Avn open, diseloslng hls mlghty
chent Across tlio couch-etul his feet,
stlll booted ttnd spuri'od, protruded
stltlly a> a mdnlkin'a.

lt was upon thls scene. that Anlco
nnd Cllve entered. At slght of tlio
girl, Mrs, Conover scrnmblbd to her
feot, and wlth a wlld outburst of scdl'od
sobs, scultled lorward to meet her, the
hedslde sllppers Hhullllng and slldilig
grotOBqiioly along the pollshed lloor.
Anlco took tho pnnlc-strlckon,1 wecp-
ing crenlttro into lior arms und whlsp-
ered what words of comfort and en-
ctHirageinent sho could.
Meanwhilc Clive, not deslrlng to

break in oa tlio doctoi's' conference,
turnod to the doorwny <ngain and ask¬
od a question of one of tho sorvnnls.
For reply, the groom. Giles, was thrust
forward and obllged lo repoat, wilh
dolorbus unctlon, for the tenth time
within an hour, tlio story of- tho ac¬
cldent,
"You see, slr," he said, lower ing hls

voiee ns though in the room with rt
corpso, "Mr. Conovor sont word for
me to ride with him. AVe started off
iit a dc-ad run, and my horso couldii't
noways keop up wlth Dunderberg, so
1 follows along behind as fast as I
could, but I couldn't keep up to tha
right distunce between us, to save me.
Mr, Conover turns out of the drive,
up Potnpton Av'noo, slr, and' on past
tlio 1-lumnson placo, mo a-followln" as
fast as I could. All of a stidden I
catuhes up. It's in tliat dnrk, woody
pateh of rond just this side tlio quar-
I'ies. Tlie way 1 happens to cateh up
is because Dunderberg was havin' ony
of thom tantrums of hls an' Mr. Can-
oypr wus glvin' it to hlm for all he
was worth, crop an' spur, an'-Dunder¬
berg a-wjilrlin' around ahd:. passagin'
an' tryln' his bost to rear. An' overy
time that horse's forologs goes up ln
tlie alr Mr. Conover'd liring his fist
down between his enrs aa' down'd come
Duiidorbdrg on nll-fours again. They
was takln' up all the road, wide ns i't
is, an' Dunderberg was lasbin' an'
plungln' llke bo was crazy, nn' Mr.
Conover stiekin' on like he was gluod
there an' sendin' in the spttrs and tlie
.whaclcs ot the crop Ull you'd 'a'

'To the Next Governor of the "Mountaln State," solemnly proclaimed Anicc.

thought ho'd klll tho brute. Then,
Dunderberg makes a divo ahead un'
gets out alongsldo tlio quarry-plt an*
tries to rear ugain. llight on the edgo
of the pit."

"Yes," sald Cllve excltedly, as tho
groom paused, "ancl then?"
""Why, sir, I can't rlghtly tell, tho

light was so bad. lf it'd been any
ono else but Mr Conover, I'd say ho
lost his nervo, mi* whon Dunderberg
reared up ho forget to brlng hlm down
liJto he'd done thoso other tlmes, or

maybe he dld hlt the horse between
tho ears again an' didn't hlt hard
enough. Anyhow, over goos Dunder¬
berg backwurd.clean fitteen feet
drop.into the q'uarry. An' Mr. Con¬
ovor undor him. An' then-"
But Clive liad moved away. Tho doc¬

tors had linished tholr consultntion,
and ono ot thom.Dr. Hawes, tlio Con¬
over fnmlly physician.had again up-
pronched Uiat silent iiguro on tho
couch.
At sight of Stnndlsfi Ihe second doc¬

tor came forward to meet the young
man.

"No," ho whispored, rcac]ing thc un-
spoken question in Clive's face, "no
posslblo hope. He can't last over an
hour longer at most. Anothor man,
crushed as he wras, would have been
kllled nt once. As it is, lie probably

won't recover consclousness. Nothlng
but hls tremeiidous vitality holds tlio
shreds of llfo ln him so fong us thls,"
"Doos hls wlfo know-?".
"Sho ls not ln a stato to bo told. I

wlsh wo could porsuade her to leavo
tho room. Perhaps Mlss Lanler-"
A gesture from Dr. llawes drow

them toward tho couch.
"Ho is comlng to his senses," sald

the fumlly physlcian, addlng under his
breath, so that only his colleaguo and
Cllve could hear; "lt ls tho flnal rally,
Not ono man in a thousand-"

But Cllve had caittfht .Viieo's oyc and
beckoned her to lead Mrs. Conover to
the slde of the couch.
Tho ltallroader's face. set Uko carvon

granlto, began to twlteh. Tho ligld
mouth rolaxed Its set whlteness and
the eyellds ilickered. Mrs. Conover.
at these slgns of life, prepared for u
fresh attack of hystorla, but a gentlo,
flrm prossuro of Anlce's hnnd In hers
forostalled tho outbu'rst. With un ag-
grieved look at the girl, Letty agaln.
turned her scared attentlon to her hus¬
band.
\ Dr. TTawos was bendlng oneo more
over the prostrate ltuwi, seeking to
einploy a restoratlvo. Now he roso,
and as ho did so, Cnleb's eyes openad.
There was no bowlldermcnt, no sur¬

prise nor pain ln tlio calm glance that
swept hls garlsh surroundlngs.

"Is hn stifferlng?" whlspered Anlco,
"Or-?"

"Horrlhly," roturnod Dr. Ilawes ln
tho same tono. "Ho-"
Tho slirowd, palo oyes that scorned

to show trttco -ot physlcal or mental
ttngjilsh, alowly took (n tlio group be-
slde tho couch, rcstlntf flrst on tho two
physlclans, then on' Anlco Lanier.
Ab ho saw and rccoKtilzud Anlce tho

flrst chango camo ovor tho dylng man's
hard-set features. A hok of porplcx-
ity that liiergcd Into glad surprlso
lighted hls wholo faco, kmootlilng from
lt wltli" mugic touch ovlry llno of caro,
thought ortlme; trnnstlgurlng It Into
the countcnanco of a hjppy boy. I.ong
ho sought and held hir sympathetllo
glance, that look ot yjuth and glad-
ncBS growlhs and decjionlng on hls
fnco, whllo all "around aood sllent and
uiarvoling, I

It wns Mrs. Conover vho broko tho
spell. I

- "Oh, Caleb!" slie wallil tiu'erulously,
"you sald no horso coull got tho bet¬
ter of'you, And now.J-""
At her words the beaiflc light wns

gono from Conovor's eyes In Its stend
came a gleam of grlm, lnnlcal amuse-
ment, Then, hls gnzo tkivellng past
Anlco to Clive Standish, lu brows con¬
tracted In a frown of dhleasure. But
thls, too, fadod. Tho i.-athcd head
settled lowor among tho ushlons, the
poworful body soomed" t shrlnk nnd
flattcn. Tlio eyes closed, md Conover
lay very stlll.
Hls wlfo, dlvining for 10 flrst tlrno

the acliial state of affal nttng hor¬
self forward on her kne; bosido tho
sllent ligure, hor BObs :allng to a
crescendo cry of terror,
Slowly Cnleb Conovet opened hla

cyea. Beluctantly, as lJUgh drawn
back by sheer forco Crc tho veiry
threshobl of tlie wldo pdals of Rest,
his spirit pausod for nn nstant long-
or ln Ua earthly nhodij-pntised and
llared up, as a dylng Jiark, in tho
Railroader\s sliffenlng te.
For a moment hls yes.already

wlde wlth tho awful imlery of tho
Beyond.strayed over [ls kneeling
wlte; ovor the sparse |cks bunched
up ln tliat halo of kidpurlors; over
tho pudgy shapo so injcllcssly out-
llnod by tho sheer nia-gown; over
tlio tear-swollen red eydllie blotched
cheeks, tho quiverln! pursed-up
mouth. v

"Letty." lie pantod, Inllred dlsgust,
"you look.moro liko a ikisly' rabblt.
every day!"

THE END1

Great Advertising Gains. Why?
Because The Times-Dispatch prints all the news of this community and

State that is fit, and the news of the world in general.
Because The Times-Dispatch is sane editorially and in the handling of

news, and not hysterical.
Because The Times-Dispatch prints all the amateur sporting news, thereby

interesting the red-blooded contingent of the city arid State.
Because The Times-Dispatch prints in its "Industrial Section" all the ac-

tivities and marvelous growth of the cities and villages, and the educational and
moral movements in Virginia.

Because The Times-Dispatch reaches 3,000 out of a possible 4,000
post-offices in Virginia, and sells and delivers more Sunday papers in Richmond
than there are residential houses, and has reached the greatest circulation ever
attained by any paper in Virginia.

Therefore it is but a logical sequence that it should have printed more

advertising Sunday, March 24th, than was ever printed by itin any regular issue
in its history, breaking its own records (as there are none other comparable to it)of March 1 7 th and 10th, and its record of the corresponding day of last year,by 990 inches.

The Times-Dispatch now ranks among the great newspapers of America.
Indeed,

It Is Supreme in Virginia.


